PYGMALION
*              *****

Clearly Eliza will not pass as a duchess yet; and Higgins's
bet remains unwon. But the six months are not yet exhausted;
and just in time Eliza does actually pass as a princess. For a glimpse
of how she did it imagine an Embassy in London one summer
evening after dark. The hall door has an awning and a carpet
across the sidewalk to the kerb, because a grand reception is in
progress. A small crowd is lined up to see the guests arrive.

A Rolls-Royce car drives up. Pickering in evening dress, with
medals and orders, alights, and hands out Eliza, in opera cloak,
evening dress, diamonds, fan, flowers and all accessories.
Higgins follows. The car drives off; and the three go up the steps
and into the house, the door opening for them as they approach.

Inside the house they find themselves in a spacious hall from
which the grand staircase rises. On the left are the arrangements
for the gentlemen's cloaks. The male guests are depositing their
hats and wraps there.

On the right is a door leading to the ladies' cloakroom. Ladies
are going in cloaked and coming out in splendor. Pickering
whispers to Eliza and points out the ladies' room. She goes into
it. Higgins and Pickering take off their overcoats and take
tickets for them from the attendant.

One of the guests, occupied in the same way, has his back
turned. Having taken his ticket, he turns round and reveals
himself as an important looking young man with an astonishingly
hairy face. He has an enormous moustache, flowing out into
luxuriant whiskers. Waves of hair cluster on his brow. His hair
is cropped closely at the back, and glows with oil. Otherwise he is
very smart. He wears several worthless orders. He is evidently a
foreigner, guessable as a whiskered Pandour from Hungary; but
in spite of the ferocity of his moustache he is amiable and genially
voluble.

Recognizing Higgins, he flings his arms wide apart and
approaches him enthusiastically.

WHISKERS. Maestro, maestro [he embraces Higgins and kisses
him on loth cheeks}. You remember me?